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Chapter 1

 

July 11, 6:30 a.m. 

 "Pure perfection!" 

I stood in front of the mirror admiring myself. 

 “Look at you Sachet! Six-pack, triceps and biceps. You’ve girls drool over you. You’re handsome. And red - red makes you look even better. You should buy more reds eh?” 

 “Sachet!” 

My mother hit me on my head. 

 “Sachet you’ll get late for college! You’ve to come home early as well. It’s your birthday!” 

Oh yeah, my birthday. I’ve turned 21 today! 

 “Ya ya maa..... I am coming now.” 

I said while rushing out of the room. 

I grabbed a banana and my toast, sipped onto my coffee and left for college. 



Same day, at around 4 p.m. 

 “Oh man, it’s raining so heavily! I’m going to get late for my OWN

 damn party! Damn!” 

 Beep beep went the traffic.  “Oh shut up!”  I yelled. My head had started to hurt from all the honking. 

“Why did it have to happen today? ” I was furious and wet, thanks to my very useful bike, which offered nothing but only two wheels to take you places - only when the bike wanted to! I’ve got a moody bike, I must admit. I’ve got to reach home as soon as I can! It’s my 21st birthday! I want my day to be perfect. Memorable. Not like an ordinary day; stuck in traffic-bike refuses to start - shitty.... 

I was getting anxious. I wasn’t able to think. All I wanted was to reach home and so I speeded my bike up. 

 Tring tring.  My phone started to ring.  “Hello”  it was my mother. 

 “Where are you son, everybody is waiting for you” 

 “Ma I’m on my way. I’ll be there soon”  I said. 

“Where are you, son?” 

“I’m near the Mukundpur flyover......” 

“And....” I suddenly felt a flash of light hit my face which blinded me out. I couldn’t figure out what exactly it was. But it was approaching me, fast. Very fast. It was just a few meters away when I realised that it was a truck and that I had to get out of its way. I instantaneously tried to move away from it but it was too late. 

BOOM! 

I went flying in the air and crashed onto the ground. I wasn’t able to move. I couldn’t even breathe. I felt like I was buried under a fifty story building. My chest felt heavy. It felt like I was sinking, into the ground. My body felt heavy.  “Let’s take him to the hospital”  I hear a blurred figure say as it approached me. 

 “Don’t close your eyes”  said another. 

The next thing I knew was that I was on a hospital bed. Wounded. 

A team of doctors was operating on me. I could see the crushed bones. My damaged insides. My unrecognizable face. My lower jaw hung loose. I was in a pitiful condition. 

What the hell is happening? How am I seeing myself? What is all this crying about? Am I dead? Am I experiencing the afterlife? What is going on? I was perplexed. This is absurd. I couldn’t understand a thing. 

 “He’s sinking”  one of the doctors said. 

 “He is crushed by the truck very badly”  said another. 

The doctors injected me with an intra-cardiac, adrenaline, followed by some other life saving drugs and procedures. 

 “Doc, he’s no more.” 

My family was there, outside the ICU. My mother was in tears. My father was standing behind her, consoling her. 

 “Sachet.”  My mother fell to the ground.  “Mera bacha (my son).” 

My mother was left devastated. I could see her mourning, for me, right in front of me. 

I started to walk towards her, to tell her that I was here; right here with her but something stopped me. I felt someone pulling me by the hand. Someone unfamiliar. I was being pulled inside a dark door-like place. I didn’t want to go. I wanted to stay with my mom. My family. I couldn’t leave them like this. Mom. Maa. I kept calling out but she didn’t hear me. 

I had no control over myself anymore. I was unwillingly going through the door, which now appeared more like a tunnel. A long, almost never ending tunnel. I kept walking, towards the bright yellow sphere of light. It looked like I was walking towards the sun. It was

hot in there. And then the next moment, ice cold. It felt as if I have been walking since forever. 

I neared the exit and everything changed. It wasn’t dark anymore. Or cold. Or hot. Or anything. I felt relaxed. I was in a picturesque place. 

The floor was made of what looked like clouds. Everything was calm, bright, happy. In front of me was a huge door. It was made of gold, I think. It was beautiful, carved so intricately, with what looked like diamonds embedded in a very dexterous manner. I was mesmerised by the beauty of it. I started to walk towards it, through a passage guarded by pretty flowers. The door opened on its own as soon as I reached it as though my face was its password. 

It all looked like a dream. 

 “So, sachet, how are you feeling?”  I heard a very soothing voice. 

 “Err, I’m good. But umm... Where am I? And... and who are you?”  I fumbled. 

“Son, you’re in heaven.”  The voice replied. 

 “W..What. Heaven! That means I’m dead? Nooooooooo. I know you’re lying. I must be dreaming! I’m.. I’m hallucinating because of all the medications. I just know it. I mean, I... I know I had an accident and all but it wasn’t that bad you know!” 

 “But, well, that’s how it is son.” 

 “So, if that’s how it is, you must be god, right? The creator” 

 “Well, umm, yes” 

 “Haahahahahahahahahahaha. I’m a hundred percent dreaming” 

 “So you don’t believe me?” 

 “Hell No” 

 “You really don’t believe me?” 

 “NO” 

 “You sure?” 

 “YESSSS” 

 “Then.....” 

 “Then?”.........  I asked with frustration. 

“Turn around” 

I did as told and standing right in front of me was my grandpa. I couldn’t believe my eyes. I rubbed my eyes in doubt. Am I hallucinating in my dream now? I took a deep breath and looked again. He was still there. 

 “Grandpa”  I ran towards him in ecstasy but as I was about to hug him, he disappeared. 

I felt a hand on my shoulder. I reflexively turned around. 

I saw a tall, blue colored man with  jataayein (long-thick-black tangled sections of hair which almost look like ropes) through which the holy river Ganges was originating. He had a damroo in one hand and a trishul (a fork like large weapon) in the other. A snake was also wrapped around his neck like a scarf. 

 “Lord Shiva”  I knew it was Lord Shiva. I just knew that. 

 “Now, do you believe me? Son, this is not a dream. You are Sachet’s soul and this is heaven and I, I am GOD, the creator.” 

 “I...I...I...”  I suddenly couldn’t speak. I didn’t know what to do. I wanted to cry. I wanted to run away. But there was no escape. I wanted to scream. 

I gathered all of my courage, closed my eyes and yelled “No. No. 

This can’t be happening. Hell no!  I can’t die on my birthday! Send my back. I just can’t.” 

 “You can’t go back any longer.” 

 “Please, please God please. I’m sorry. I’m sorry for whatever I said in the beginning. Please just send me back. My mother, I...I want to go back to her. Please. My family needs me God please.”  I fell to my knees. 

 “Apsara, I would like you to go and check on Sachet’s body.” 

Apsaras are women belonging to heaven and let me tell you, this apsara, she looked out of the world beautiful. 

She was dressed in a white blouse and a salwar with heavy gold embroidery. A diamond and gold kamarbandh enhanced her waistline. She had doe shaped, brown eyes. Her lips were plump and pretty. Her hair were curly and left loose. She was covered in gold jewellery from head to toe. She was prettier than how I’ve always imagined apsaras to be so much so that I felt as if I was in love with her. 

 “His body has been cremated”  Apsara exclaimed . 

 “WHAT!”  I was shattered. 

“But...” she said. 

I looked up with hope in my eyes. 

 “But what.” 

 “Apsara, I see in my planner that there was another death planned for today.” Lord Shiva asked apsara while checking his ‘death’

 schedule in one of the clouds. 

 “Yes yes. There was one planned” 

 “So check on it” 

After about five minutes, Apsara returned. With the news that changed my life. 

 “Sir, the soul has been detached but the body has not yet been cremated. Nobody is aware of the death.” 

 “Sachet, how desperate are you to go back?” 

 “I’ll do anything to go back. Please god please”  I begged. 

 “See, I can see from your profile in my ‘patrika’(journal) that you are a good man. You’ve not been involved with any wrong doings and your karmas are good.You’ve always helped others so I guess its time for the fal (fruit)” 

I looked up with hope in my eyes. 

 “So I think I can give you a chance. But as you know that your family has cremated your body, your soul cannot be returned to the same body.” 

 “Errr.”  I didn’t know what to say. I was confused. 

 “And you also know that I do have a body without a soul where you can go. ” 

He raised an eyebrow. 

 “Ummm.”  I rose to my feet. 

 “So tell me. Do you want to go back but with a different body? Your family, age, life, everything will remain the same. It will be like a rebirth.” 

 “I need to think” 

 “Yes or no?” 

I was baffled. His offer was the only way that I could go back but how can I go with a different body? What should I do? 

He asked again  “Yes or no. You don’t have much time sachet.”  Lord Shiva had an overpowering voice. 

 “Umm okay okay yes. Yes. I wanna go. I just want to be with my mother.” 

 “Done. But, there is no guarantee as to how long you will live. When its time, its time. You’ll have to return. And then there is no returning back. Then you cannot go back. Maybe you get an extension for another few years if you continue to do good deeds but most probably not. You’ll have to come back. I can’t keep giving extensions like that”  Lord Shiva continued “and don’t ask me about the seven years thing, its a long, long story that I’ll share with you once you come back. You know, we’ll have plenty of time then”  he smirked. 

I laughed a little at his sarcastic comment. 

 “Okay. Anything you say. I’ll be good. Please send me back.” 

 “Tathastu (granted)”  he said with a satisfactory smile on his face raising his right hand. 

* * *

“Wake up! It's 6:30.” 

“Ma let me sleep.” 

“Wake up; it’s your birthday today.” 

My eyes popped open. I rose with excitement. I’m 21!! Yay! I headed straight to the bathroom. I was ecstatic. I’ve waited the whole year for my birthday. 

I entered the bathroom and started brushing my teeth. I noticed something unusual. 

 Why is my hair so bothering today? 

I quickly washed my face and looked into the mirror again . 

 Shit. I look like a sick woman. My cheeks are swelling! 

I splashed more water onto my face. And what! My elbows hit humongous mounds where I was used to see my six pack abs! 

 Why?! Isn't this a woman's breast?! 

I was shocked and then an awful thought popped up in my mind. I put my pants down and found my important things missing. I put my fingers there and my fingers met something a man should never have on himself. At the same time my pussy felt touched by female fingers. 

 I’m inside a FEMALE BODY!!!!  

 DAMN...... I fainted. 





Chapter 2

It’s been almost a month since the ‘body-swap’ occurred and nothing feels right. I feel like I’m trapped. I have nowhere to go. I have nobody to talk to about this. I’m stuck. I lay there regretting my decision. And to top it all, my father was ill. He was on the ventilator and the doctors were seeing no hope. 

 “Beta (my child) what’s wrong? You seem a bit disturbed”  my mother asked me while she collected the laundry. 

 “Nothing ma, I’m fine” 

 “Beta, I know you’re worried about your father but you have to bear with the circumstances. No one can fight destiny. But if there is something else that is bothering you, you can tell me.” 

 “Ma...”  I was almost about to tell her everything but stopped. I couldn’t. It will break her. Knowing how her son died and then was sent back. I shouldn’t tell her. 

 “Nah, Nothing ma”  I said as I rose to my feet and rushed out of the room. 

 “Maa I’m going out with Aarush.” 

I hastily left the home to avoid answering any of her questions. 

Aarush was my best friend, when I was Sachet. He still is now that I’m Sacheta, though he seems a bit different now. Maybe because I’m a female now. He’s a super amazing human being. I mean I just adore him for his honesty and kindness. He’s not very ‘good-looking’

or anything but he’s decent. He’s tall, about 6 feet, he has a well-built body. He’s got thick curly hair. He’s fair, he has hooded eyes, and a very sexy jawline. His face is very masculine. I’ve always been jealous of his face structure. 

 “See anybody can be good to you, You need a bad girl to blow your mind, bang bang into the room, I know you want it!”  went the stereo sound. We love this song! It’s just amazing! I always want to dance when this comes up. OMG. I wonder how my life would have been with all the swap depression going on if Aarush weren’t there.  Gawd. 

I’d have gone mad! 

 “Aaru, Aaru, stop the car, stop the car!!” 

He suddenly brought the car to a halt and we fell forward due to inertia. 

 “WHAT IS IT SACH.!?!?” 

 “Check that maal (a hot girl) out man. She’s so hot!” 

 “What did you just say?”  he sounded a bit confused. 

 “That girl! Errr.... ummm. No nothing”  it suddenly hit me that I am not Sachet anymore. Aarush doesn’t remember ‘bird-watching’ with me. 

Or the personal talks about our ‘manliness’. I’m a girl. I’m so stupid! 

My life is so stupid! I just made a big mistake! What the hell am I doing. I just sounded way too excited about seeing a hot girl. Crap. I hope he doesn’t take it in the wrong way. 

 “Are you okay Sach?”  he was concerned. 

 “Ya I’m....I’m fine. I’m just a little tired.”  I threw my head onto the headrest. 

 “Sach, I’m really worried. I’ve been noticing your behaviour for like a month now and”  he cupped my face into his palms and moved a bit closer “Y ou seem different. Strange. Please tell me, is something bothering you? Are you actually okay? I mean you’re weird and depressed all the time! This can’t go on forever! What is it, tell me!” 

He looked right into my eyes. 

I shrugged and looked away. What is wrong with me, what the hell is wrong with you! I’m a boy, and you’re trying to come close to me you idiot! I screamed in my head. Damn. 

 “My life is such a mess, Aaru.”  I placed my face onto my palms. 

 “Nobody understands, just nobody! I.. I feel trapped. It’s all like a dream. A crazy shitty dream. A nightmare. Aaru I just don’t know what to do. I don’t know why this happened to me. Why me? I don’t wanna live like this... I... I...”  I burst into tears. 

Aarush unbelted himself and moved closer. He put his arm around my shoulder and wiped my tears off. He didn’t utter a word. He just hugged me. It felt weird, not in a bad way though, but not very right either. After all, I’m a guy at heart and I’m definitely not into guys. 

 “I’m there for you, with you, always. ” 

I looked up at him. 

 “Now let's get you home. Okay? It's late.” 

I nodded. 

 “So, watched any movies lately? Did something interesting? Well, I’ve come across this really cool game, we’ll play it together sometime”  he tried to cheer me up. 

 “Hmm” 

We drove back home. I didn’t talk and all I could think of throughout the drive was how helpless I am. 

* * *

A few more days went by and I kept avoiding all the questions about

“what is wrong with me.” I hid my actual reason behind the loss of my father. 

My father passed away leaving nothing but me and my mom for each other. And with this incident, I’ve learned how to be okay with the stuff, at least pretend to be unaffected and happy. I’ve had less people asking me about my sadness. I’m seeing a change. Some change in me, in the people, in the way that I look at things. I guess I’m starting to be okay with being this beautiful girl almost every guy is willing to get committed to. And honestly, If I were Sachet, and I’d known Sacheta, I’d do anything to be with her. To see her smile. This girl was beautiful. She had sparkling white, perfectly lined teeth. Her lips, plump-pouty-pink lips, framed her teeth perfectly. I love the shape her lips take when she smiles. She has the most beautiful eyes, one can drown in them and never want to come back. Ah. She was beautiful. I mean, I am beautiful. WTF! I’m almost hitting on myself. Sachet, you’re Sacheta. And if you fall in love with Sacheta, it’ll be crazy! 

I rolled onto my bed and grabbed my phone. I had a text from Aaru. 

Aaru :  Sach, see me at 6 today, on my roof. It’s urgent. 

Me : W hat happened!?! 

Aaru:  Just be there. 

Me:  Okay. 

I checked the time. It was 5. I quickly got up and got ready. I was kind of worried. I hope he’s fine. 

I drove off to his place on my bike. 

TING TONG

No one answered the door. Great! 

I looked around and found a note stuck onto the window-pane next to the door. It read  “Sach”  so I instantaneously unfolded it. 

 "Roof Sach, roof. Nobody’s home. The doors open, just come in." 

I folded it again and put it in my bag. It kind of made me feel special and I don’t even know why. I walked into the house and moved towards the staircase, through the hallway. 

I went up the stairs towards the roof, again the door was already open. It looked like he had had everything planned well in advance. 

The roof looked beautiful. He had decorated the roof with candles and lights and flowers and petals and what not. It was just beautiful. I saw him seating next to the pool, with his feet dipped into the water. 

He looked up and gestured me to come sit next to him. I did so. 

 “So, what is all this about han?” 

He just kept looking at our reflection in the water and smiled. 

 “Aaru!”  I exclaimed. 

Still no reply. He just looked at me, right into my eyes and smiled a bit wider. 

I was baffled. What the hell is wrong with him! Has he lost his mind or what? Why is he behaving like this demented deaf and dumb who keeps smiling for no reason! God. 

 “Oye! Thappad maroongi, bolega bhi ab?”  (I’ll slap you. Now say something?)” 

 “Was this why you’d called me? To see you smile like a brainless monkey?” 

I was pissed. I started to get up and walk away. But he caught hold of my hand. 

He too got up and came close to me. It felt so weird. I could feel his warm breath on my ear lobe. It was awkward. Like you know, having a guy, my best friend, come close to me like that. He put his hand onto my belly from behind. Man it felt so gay. 

 “Sach. I’ve known you for so long and I promise, that no matter what happens, ill always be by your side.”  His voice was heavy, deep.  “I don’t see a life without you..... I feel so happy when you’re there. 

 Like you’re the sun to my rainy days, you create the rainbow, you fill my days with colours, my life with joy. Seeing you has become my favourite time of the day. When I’m with you, I forget about all of my fears and sadness and all I see is a happy, perfect life. I feel so great about my existence Sach, I do. You make me feel alive!” 

He breathed  “I love you Sach, I love you, now and forever.” 

And he hugged me... 





Chapter 3

I stood there, still, although as if I’d seen a snake. I was shocked. I just couldn’t digest it. I felt something forming in my stomach. It slowly moved up. I felt my body shiver with anger and perplexity. I felt betrayed. I felt sick. I was grossed out. 

I pushed him away with all my force.  “NO! Just NO! How could you even think of something like that! Yuck! You’re sick! You’ve no idea what you’re talking about! Don’t talk to me again! I don’t want to see you again!”  I walked away. 

“Sacheta, please don’t go. I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have. Please don’t go. Let me explain.” 

I didn’t care to listen and walked away. 

* * *

For the next few weeks, I ignored all of his calls and messages. I didn’t feel like talking to him at all. I mean, I wasn’t able to accept the fact that I am the girl my best friend is in love with, and I’m not truly a girl either. And this, I couldn’t tell anyone. 

I felt so bad about my life. My life had become worse. I had lost the only person I could laugh with because of his stupid love. 

 Why Aaru why!? 

I was miserable. I did miss him. I wanted to talk to him badly. I missed how he used to crinkle his nose while thinking. But I ignored all such things so that we could be friends again. 

I buried my face into the pillow and screamed to let all of my frustration out. I tried to relax. 

I decided to call him. I did. But he did not reply. It frustrated me further. So now he’ll play hard, haan? Huh. Well let him. I’m not going to call him again! 

I sat there in anger, for like five minutes which seemed like five decades and then picked up my phone and called him, again. 

 “Why weren’t you picking up!!!!!”  I screamed at the top of my voice. 

 “Sach. Im so glad you’re talking to me again!”  he almost broke down. 

 “I’m sorry for...” 

 “shh. Dosti mein no sorry no thank you”  (a cliché bollywood dialogue)

 “I missed you” 

 “I did too and sorry for being so rude lately. I didn’t know how to react to that” 

 “I.. I’m sorry.” 

 “Achha achha, now tell me, phone kyu ni uthaya?”  (why didn’t you pick up?)

That’s how we started talking and hanging out again. 

I felt good. I was alive. I felt like I had been rescued. Like I was drowning and he had come to my rescue. Oh, God. Thank you so much for fixing everything. For making me realise that I’d been rude to him. 

I don’t know why I feel so differently about him. I don’t know what this is. But he’s special. He’s someone I want, by me, forever. In these few months, there are things that have changed. Everything he does makes me feel special. Even if it's just him saying a casual hi to me is special. What is happening to me. I feel exactly how Aarush

described his feelings that day. He feels like my sunshine, my rainbow. He feels like love. My love.... I guess I’m in love, too. 

GAWD! 

I felt shy and weird. I felt like a girl, for the first time. Maybe I didn’t realize that I had accepted myself through these months and now Aarush is the guy I love. 

I’m in LOVE. 

That day, I didn’t eat. I didn’t sleep. I didn’t even move. I just lay there staring at the roof while my mind pictured us together, happy...... I was filled with this new emotion called love and it felt magical. The whole day I had Aarush on my mind and I felt fresh as ever. 





Chapter 4

I was in the car with Aarush, doing our usual thing. Listening to music, talking about movies and our lives and random stuff. 

We were going to the pizza parlour. I loved pizza. But I loved Aarush more. 

I never let any of the chances getting close to him go waste. There was this time when I placed my hand on his while he was driving and pretended to be oblivious about it. Gawd. Aarush was red! I had started dropping a few hints here and there but I guess he never really figured them out. He’s stupid when it comes to “decoding a girl’s signals” 

 “Hey, what are you thinking about” 

I was so lost thinking about him that I unknowingly had started smiling. How dumb. 

 “You meri jaan (my life)”  I flirted. 

He responded with red cheeks and a smile  “ya right.” 

We had started having so much of fun now that I had accepted the change and my feelings, though he still doesn’t know about how I feel. 

We spent some great time together for the next few weeks. We used to go out, watch movies, talk a lot, just like besties, again. 



December 27

Me:  Happy birthday!!! You are 23, han? 

Aaru:  Thank you. Will you come for the party?  

Me:  Yaar, I don’t know at the moment. Can’t say. I might not be able to make it. I have something important. But you enjoy! 

Aaru:  Okay. I would have enjoyed more if you’d have come. But no problem. Some other time. 

It was Aarush’s birthday, but I couldn’t go. To make up for that, I’d decided to give Aarush a surprise. 

I had it all planned. I had discussed about it with a few of my friends and I was sure of it. I was planning to execute the plan on the 28th that is the next day... Aah, I’m so so excited. He’ll be so happy! 

I spent the whole day thinking about Aaru’s reaction... he was quite busy the whole day so we didn’t talk much. He was out with his friends celebrating. We spoke for a while at night and then went to sleep. 



December 28, around 5 p.m. 

Me:  I've got to tell you something. 

Aaru:  Yeah? Tell me. 

Me:  I’m in love.... and I’m planning to ask him out today. 

He read it but he didn’t reply for almost an hour or so. 

Aaru:  Oh. 

Me:  Yeah. I’m so in love. 

Aaru:  hmm

Me:  He's just so funny and good looking and amazing. He always makes me laugh. But I don’t know what he’ll think about my proposal. 

Aaru:  He’ll say yes. 

Me:  How do you know? 

Aaru:  You're great. 

Me:  So I should ask him, right? 

Aaru:  Yeah. 

Me:  Poochoge nahi kaun hai? (you won’t ask me who he is?) Aaru:  kaun? (who)

Me:  You. 

Aaru:  What! 

Me:  Yes, you. Will you date me? 

Aaru:  What! Omg. Yes! I’m so so happy. You’ve given me the best birthday gift ever! You’d scared me. I love you. I’m coming to get you. NOW!! Be ready. 

Me:  I love you too Aaru. And sorry for doing this but you dumbo! I dropped so many hints but you just couldn’t understand! I’ll be ready. 

I put on my best dress. Picked up a pink lipstick and sported a winged liner. I just wanted to look good for him. Life felt like a celebration. It felt meaningful for the first time since I became Sacheta. 

We met as a happy couple for the first time. His eyes had this new shine. His smile was brighter than ever with his face glowing. 

Our lives had changed with just a few words. 

Truly, words can make or break a person. Just by accepting my feelings towards Aaru, I had made two people happy. Everything seemed perfect. It felt like we owned the world. 





Chapter 5

Time flies. Three and a half years passed. 

My life is amazing! I have everything I’d ever dreamed of. I can’t be grateful enough to Aaru for giving me such cherishable memories. 

I can’t express how precious each moment I’ve spent with him is to me. All those movies, those dinner dates, the just-chilling-watching-tv days, the times when we lied to our parents about seeing each other, the ‘almost caught’ times. I treasure even the days that we fought, because those are the days when we solemnly promised each other that we would not leave each others' sides through the toughest of times. They only made us grow stronger, together. 

We’ve decided to now take our relationship to the next level. We are planning to get married! 

I am going to meet his parents today; as his girlfriend. They’ve known me for quite a while now but only as his friend. I am excited. 

Nervous. Aaru will be picking me up at around 6 so I better be ready by then. 

I have to pack the gifts that I’ve brought for aunty & uncle as well. I sat down to pack them in shiny papers and then put on a  sari. 

I sipped onto my coffee while waiting for him. I was getting restless. 

I kept looking out of the window to see whether he had come or not. 

My phone blew up. It was he. I quickly cleared the table, collected the gifts and left. 

* * *

We stood there outside his home. I was shivering. My hands and feet were cold. 

 “Relax. It’s going to be okay,”  Aaru reassured me. 

I took a deep breath and walked towards the house. My heart was pounding. 

His mother answered the door. 

 “Ah. Sacheta. Ao beta ao.”  (come beta come)

 “Namaste Aunty. How are you?”  I instantly bent down to touch her feet, like a typical Indian  sanskari bahu. (cultured daughter-in-law.) We sat down in the living area and talked about random stuff. We gelled together very well. This is the first time I’m meeting her for this long. We’d only met for seconds until now. I guess she likes me. 

Later, his father also joined us. He was a retired army colonel. I touched his feet too. 

He was somewhat intimidating. 

My shakiness suddenly returned. My tongue felt stiff, tied. I was nervous. 

 “Sacheta.” 

 “Yes, yes uncle” 

 “Come let’s have dinner” 

I nodded. We sat down to have dinner. 

Everyone was quiet. They had strict rules, I guess. It made me feel awkward. Uncle did not talk much. Aaru was sitting next to me. He gave me a reassuring look. I smiled. 

 “So Sacheta, I’ve heard you guys want to marry each other?” uncle unexpectedly raised this question. 

I turned red. I was quite embarrassed. 

 “Yes dad,”  Aaru came to my rescue. 

 “Hmm”  he replied . “But Sacheta, we are moving to Mumbai next month. Hasn’t Aarush told you yet? I mean obviously, you people aren’t planning to get married so soon, are you? But if that’s the case you may go ahead, we’ll get your tickets booked too.” 

I was shocked. Moreover, hurt. How could Aaru do this? I felt betrayed. 

 “I.. I think I should leave now. Thank you uncle, thanks aunty,  I stood up and looked at Aaru,  “Goodbye,”  I said. 

“Listen to me Sacheta! Just listen to me!” Aaru rushed after me. 

“What is it? Ab kya bacha hai (what’s left)? Haan? There’s nothing to listen to anymore.” 

“I had no idea Sach. Trust me. I didn’t know. I don’t know why dad said so but I really had no idea. All I know is that I want this to work. 

If we really are shifting, I’ll figure something out but you can’t just go. 

This can’t be it. This isn’t the end. No!” 

“I....I Love you” I just jumped into his arms and cried. 

It almost felt like a never ending embrace. 





Chapter 6

 “SACHETA!”  Aaru screamed. 

He shut the door of the wardrobe with a thud. He was throwing stuff around. He was furious. He almost looked like he was having a heart attack! 

I had started shivering with fear. 

 “What the hell is this!”  he held up a picture.  “Who the heck is this man?” 

I took the picture to see. 

 “Aaru it’s not what you think. Trust me.” 

He snatched the picture from my hands,  “Oh yeah, then why were you hiding this picture? Who is he? Lie to me. Tell me it’s your relative. C’mon.” 

 “Trust me Aaru. It’s....” 

 “Oh shut up!”  he yelled.  “After all this time that we’ve spent apart, I thought I’d surprise you! I thought we’d have fun together. Spend some quality time. I thought you’d be happy to know that we’ll be with each other for a week this time after bloody two years of not getting to spend more than like what, 1-2 hours in months? In addition, never calling? And hardly EVER like EVER skyping? Haan? 

 This is what I get? A cheating girlfriend! Ye mazak hai kya koi(Is this a joke)!”  he punched the wall and stormed out of the room. 

 “Aaru no! Don’t go please! Listen to me!”  I ran after him and blocked the exit like that would’ve made him stay. 

 “Just stop it, okay?   I love you.” 

 “I can totally see that!” 

 “It is just not what you think, damn it!” 

 “Ya right. Main hi paagal hoo (I think I’m mad!) I keep putting in efforts to work things out. To call you, to see you, to spend time with you and you just never! Now I know why you don’t reply to me for hours all together and then tell me you’re busy! I know you ignore me for your ‘friends’ or should I call them your ‘boy friends’. I mean the fuck is wrong with you! What were you thinking? You’ll do all of this shit behind my back and I’ll never know? Well, guess what? 

 Game over and so are we,”  a tear rolled down his cheek. 

 “I truly loved you. You meant everything. I had never imagined you’d do something like this to me. Why did you have to do this? I feel so stupid, so helpless.” 

He was in tears and all I could do was stare. 

 “Go ahead. Date as many men as you want. Just let me go!” 

 “Just stop it okay! I’m not cheating on you! What han? If I don’t reply for like what half an hour you feel I’m ignoring you? I cannot help it if you don’t trust me. I just can’t keep proving my innocence every single time!” 

I don’t know why I said all of this to him but I did. 

 “Sacheta, did you have anything that I couldn’t give to you? You know if you had just asked main jaan de deta. (I would’ve died) only because you wanted me to.”  He continued absolutely ignoring my remarks. 

 “I AM NOT CHEATING ON YOU!” 

 “Then who is he!” 

 “He’s,”  I paused,  “I can’t tell you” 

 “Why” 

 “Because I just can’t!” 

 “Oh. Okay. Goodnight Sacheta” 

I was helpless. I couldn’t tell him the truth so I just let him go..... I wanted to stop him but I knew it was of no use. 

We were left broken inside. 

One moment is actually enough to make you doubt your entire existence...... 





Chapter 7

 “Sachetaaa, are you ready? The ladkewale (prospective groom’s parents) are here to see you,”  my mom hastily dragged me down the stairs. She kept blabbering. I could see that she was nervous. After all, it was about her only daughter’s marriage. 

I just hope these people don’t say yes. I don’t want to get married. I know I need to move on as if Aaru had never existed but I just can’t. 

I’ve been trying for months now but I still love him. We haven’t really talked after that day and when we do, we fight. Little secret of mine is ruining everything for me and the irony of the situation is that even if I do disclose this so called ‘secret’, things will not change. I mean, not telling him the truth will only make him think I’m unfaithful more and more everyday and if I do tell him who’s picture it was, I’ll anyway lose him. So I guess it’s best to just let things be. Aaru has been busy going out on dates, having fun so why can’t I just move on? Even if he’s doing all of this to just make me feel bad, to hurt me, but he is, so why can’t I? 

I served everyone tea and samosas. The meeting proceeded as usual. They just asked me random stuff about my hobbies, me, and GAWD it all felt like some movie. You know how the girl’s parents are all like ‘my daughter can cook this and she’s great and all’ and the boy’s parents are ‘interviewing’ the girl and evaluating her ‘cooking skills’. We were then left alone to talk and take the decision of our lives in like fifteen minutes. Just crazy arranged marriage things I tell you. 

 “Umm Hi,”  I said. 

 “Hi” 

We were both a bit awkward. 

 “So, what’s your name?”  I raised this question to break the silence but eventually realised how silly my question was. 

He just laughed and very politely answered my question,  “I’m Akash.” 

We chatted for quite some time and then they left. They’d said they’d think and tell. 

Phew. Finally. It was over. I quickly got into my pyjamas and got onto facebook. 

As I was scrolling, I saw a post by Aarush. It was a picture of me. 

He’d tagged it. And the caption read, “TRAITOR, date her, she wants all the men in the world. And oh, shadi mubarak (congratulations for your wedding)” 

I sat there, staring at the screen for what seemed like forever. I couldn’t really accept the fact that Aaru had done something so cheap. 

And so, I decided to call him. 

 “Oh, Sacheta, guys suno (listen) who’s called. The cheater.” 

I heard some girls laugh on the phone. 

 “Why are you doing this Aaru, why?” 

 “Oh, baby felt bad? I’m so sorry. Guys, say sorry to Sacheta.”  He said sarcastically. 

 “Aaru, please don’t. Why do you want to throw away 5 years just like that?”  I fought the tears back. 

 “You threw it all away when you cheated on me!”  he yelled. 

 “Aaru,”  I broke down on the phone. 

It became silent for some time and then he ended the call.... 

I think I should just tell him. There is no point ruining his life for this, I’ve lost him anyway. 

I’ll meet him tomorrow and tell him every damn thing. 

* * *

I never really got the courage to ask him to see me and he kept treating me badly. He did everything that he could to hurt me. He never spoke to me properly, he made me beg, and he humiliated me almost everywhere whether in person or on my social accounts, everywhere. My family finally had to know about us and what happened between us. They were shocked at how sick Aarush was but I didn’t agree. I knew the truth, his reasons. They very easily blamed the circumstances and asked me to move on but I knew I couldn’t . 

Things stayed the way that they were and honestly I had lost all hope. I had accepted the fact that this is how Aarush is going to treat me for the rest of my life and I had to suffer. Aarush had shifted back to Delhi now. He was living in his own Apartment. He used to post pictures with random girls all drunk and out of control in the house, all to make me think he has moved on. 

His behaviour got worse day by day. Maybe because he wanted to know truth. Maybe it was killing him too and he wanted to hide all the pain behind his ill-treatment. Maybe he just wanted to show to me that he didn’t care but in reality, he’s dying. Maybe I should just tell him. Maybe it will fix everything. 





Chapter 8

Me:  Aarush, I need to see you, just once. Please. Maybe it’s the last time ever. So please. 

I left him a message on his number. 

He instantly called. 

 “What do you want now? Koi naya drama (some new drama?)” 

 “Aarush please. Ek baar sun toh lo main kya kehna chahti hoo (At least listen to what I want to say once), please.” 

 “Okay. 5 o’ clock at the lake.” 

 “Thanks”  I realised he had ended the call already. 

What if he feels grossed out after I tell him everything. Will he even believe me? 

We sat beside the lake on the cemented barrier between the lake and the path for quite a while. We were still, quiet and awkward. 

 “I just wanted to clear everything between us. I wasn’t cheating. I can explain whose photograph it was and I’m sure you’ll understand why I couldn’t tell this to you. But trust me; I never was being unfaithful to you.” 

I took a deep breath, shook the thoughts away, gathered all my courage and began to speak. He maintained a poker face. It made me a little annoyed but I tried to keep calm. I wasn’t here to fight. 

 “That guy in the picture. That was.... um... he... he was......” 

 “Yes?” 

 “It was me,”  I shut my eyes tight and just said it. I didn’t even dare to look at him. 

 “What nonsense! I thought you were serious. How stupid of me. You know what, I’m going,”  he got up and was leaving. 

I grabbed his arm and stopped him. 

 “Aarush, please. I’m serious. You have to trust me.” 

He looked into my eyes. I guess that’s what made him stay, the honesty and the regret he probably saw in my eyes. 

 “I don’t know how that picture came into my cupboard; I don’t know how it happened when nobody even remembers me as Sachet. Yes. 

 I am sachet inside Sacheta’s body. It all happened about six years ago. I had an accident and I died. Then after a lot of pleading God sent me back as Sacheta. You and I were  besties back then. It was my 21st birthday when I died. I know it all sounds like some fictional story but trust me, its true. You’ll have to trust me. I love you Aarush, I do. You can ask me anything you want I’ll answer.” 

 “I  don’t know why, but I want to trust you,”  he said half-smilingly. 

 “I know it's hard to believe but this is what happened. You remember when I got all excited about seeing a hot chick. And how I used to feel awkward when you touched me? How I used to avoid questions whenever anybody asked me what was wrong. I had no answer. I couldn’t tell anybody. When I started loving you, I started to feel more like a woman. Then I felt I am Sacheta. Over the course of time I had forgotten everything until I saw that picture, which suddenly came there.” 

He kept looking into the deep blue lake as if he was lost. 

I waited for him to say something but he didn’t. I heard him breathing

- slow and calm. I suddenly didn’t feel any pain. It was like a magic. 

All I could see was Aarush. Everything else was just blurred figures. 

Just him and me in this quiet place. I wish we could stay like this forever. 

I was lost, so lost that I didn’t realize that Aarush had left without a word - forever, I guess. 

I spent the rest of the evening there. Watching the ducks, the people come and go, the streetlights. I felt numb. I couldn’t hear anything but his husky voice. I was looking at the surroundings but all I could actually see was him, in my head, the memories played like a flashback. I was breathing, but I had never felt this dead before. My heart was pumping blood, but it had stopped beating, because it beats only for him. I felt like I had lost myself. As if somebody had ripped the insides of me and I was empty inside. I felt so weak. I felt more dead than I did six years ago. 

“God, please fix everything,” I prayed as a tear rolled down my cheek. 

* * *

I spent the next few days curled up in bed, isolated from the world. 

My mom occasionally came in and forced food into my mouth but mostly I kept the room locked. I couldn’t sleep and I couldn’t wake up. I had lost control over my body. I kept checking his pictures, re-reading our old conversations, his ‘online’ status and every time I saw him online, it killed me a little more. 

 “Beta, please come out,”  my mom begged. 

The door wasn’t locked so she came in. 

 “Beta, tell me, what happened. I’m worried” 

She sat down beside me and took my hand in hers. I just hugged her and broke down. 

 “Ma Aarush”  I sobbed. 

 “It’ll be okay, Rona nahi (don’t cry), I will talk to him,”  she hugged me tigher. 





Chapter 9

It had been almost 2 months since Aarush left so my family had planned some outing to cheer me up. We were at Rico’s for lunch. 

I was literally dragged everywhere around. Forced into pretty clothes and shoes, I was miserable. 

Aarush must have started to hate me by now. He probably hates me for not telling him the truth before we began dating. He dated someone who isn’t even sure if he’s a he or a she! 

My dad had ordered pizza and chilli cheese sticks for us. We sat there waiting for our food to arrive. I was looking around and I spotted Aarush there. What the hell. I don’t want to ruin his lunch. I felt so uncomfortable there. He saw me staring at him so I looked away and started fidgeting with the fork. I hid my face behind my bangs but I could feel his stares. 

How awkward it must be for him. 

I hurriedly stuffed the food into my mouth, gulped it down with some water and started to leave. 

 “Where are you going?”  my mom enquired. 

 “I’ll be waiting outside for you, maybe check some other stuff out in the market, some books maybe, show pieces anything actually,”  I said awkwardly. 

“But suddenly... what happened” she wasn’t satisfied by my reply. 

 “I’ll tell you later,”  I said and left, feeling all gawky. 

* * *

I had started to avoid Aarush. I couldn’t help it. I used to feel so odd whenever I had to face him. I know he did too. 

It’s been months now. And we haven’t spoken to each other. He hasn’t moved on, that’s one thing I know for sure, neither have I. But I don’t think he’ll ever talk to me again. 

I had to go to a wedding today. I might see Aarush there as it was a wedding of one of our common friends. 

I wished I would not seem him there. I was nervous about seeing him after so long. I chose a quiet corner to sit and kept looking at the door and sipping my drink. 

I was in my own little world there. I didn’t really bother to go and talk to anybody. I just wanted to be alone. The waiter had served me some chilli chicken and noodles that were now cold as ice. I didn’t really eat. I just sat there like a dummy. 

Someone came and sat next to me. I didn’t care enough to look. 

 “You look pretty in traditional. And oh, that bindi, it looks beautiful”  he said. 

My heart suddenly skipped a beat. I felt different. It was Aarush. 

 “Aarush,”  I exclaimed. I started to hug him and it suddenly hit me, things aren’t same now. 

I got all awkward and got up. He grabbed me by my hand. 

 “Don’t be so nervous around me Sach. You don’t have to.” 

I stared at the floor. He put his finger below my chin and looked into my eyes. 

 “I’m sorry Sach, I know I left you without saying anything that day. I know I’ve been an asshole but trust me, I didn’t mean to be so rude. 

 I was just trying to accept everything. Yes when you told me about

 how you were a guy earlier it did make me feel odd but then, Sach, that should not matter. You’re not him anymore. You’re Sacheta, my Sacheta. At least you told me the truth. You love me, I know. I love you too. I’m sorry for everything. I’m sorry that I didn’t talk to you for months but I was just trying to gather the strength to come up to you and talk to you after all that I’ve done. I’m so ashamed of my behaviour. Sacheta, please accept my apologies. Let’s get back together Sacheta. I’ll never let you go this time” 

I didn’t have to words to speak. I kept silent. It made him restless. 

 “Is it too late now? Don’t you love me anymore? Sacheta, tell me, are you with someone else now?” 

I still didn’t say a word because I didn’t know what to say. I just hugged him, tight. 

 “I love you.” 

 “I love you too Aaru. Don’t do this to me again. Ever.” 

I thanked God for everything. I was so glad everything was fine now. 

I was proud of my choice. I was proud of Aarush. He truly loved me. 

He accepted me after everything. 

I was so so happy. 

I hugged him even tighter. 

 “Marry me, Sacheta,”  he said as he pulled out a ring and got down onto his knees. 

I was overwhelmed. Tears of joy rolled down my cheek as I accepted and put the ring on my finger. We are going to get married. I just couldn’t believe how everything seemed perfect now. 

Both of us enjoyed our friend's wedding party. We danced, and laughed and felt alive, after a long wait. 

 





Chapter 10

Everyone was busy with the wedding preparations. It was for my sangeet (musical night) that is scheduled tomorrow. 

I had just reached home. I set my purse and the car keys on the side table and jumped onto the bed. 

It all seemed like a dream. I was going to get married in just three days. I felt euphoric. I hugged myself in ecstasy. I felt proud. I smiled at his name in my henna design. There was no end to my happiness. 

I was lost, in my own little world, where there was just me and him, and love. I could hear faint voices of everyone in the background. My mom getting hyperactive, our guests all singing and dancing, laughing. Everybody seemed so happy. I was happy. Finally, we were together. Everything was sorted. There was nothing to hide. 

Now we will stay together, stay happy. Life has its own vicissitudes, maybe just to test how strong the bond between two people is and at this point in life, I feel so overjoyed at the fact that the tough times are finally over. 

I plugged my earphones in and started listening to some music. 

 Jhuk gaya asmaan,(the skies bowed down)

 Mil gaye do jahaan,(the universes met)

 Har taraf hai Milan ka samaan,(everywhere here, love is in the air) Doliya hai saji, (palanquins are decorated) Khushbuyein har kahin,(with fragrances of flowers abound) Padhne aya khuda khud yaha (God himself got down to listen to the saga of)

 Hamari adhuri kahani(our forlorn love) Hamari adhuri kahani......... 

I love this song. Each word of it makes so much more sense to me now, as if the song was written just for me.... 

* * *

It’s my sangeet morning and I must admit, it's one hell of a busy morning. 

“Just hurry up! Go to the salon and get ready!” my mom yelled. 

Everyone was busy decorating the house, arranging snacks and drinks for the guests. The DJ had arrived and he had placed a mini stage in the centre of our hall. Seating arrangements were made. A canopy of flowers and lights hung above the corridor where a buffet was set. Candles and lights beautified the place. It was only half done yet but still it looked gorgeous. 

My mom was yelling around at almost everyone and I could totally see why. She was anxious, partly because things were not ready and she felt weighed down by all the responsibilities on her shoulders after the death of my father. On the other hand she was also trying to hide the pain of separation. She will be left alone after my marriage. I think I will be able to convince Aarush to let her stay with us, or maybe somewhere near us, so that we can take care of her. God! It hurt. Thinking about my mom and not being able to be with her. 

I am going to miss her... 

* * *

DOOMSDAY,  7:00 a.m. 

THE DAY IS HERE. I am going to get married today. 

I was made to wake up early in the morning for the Haldad ceremony. It happens on the same day as the wedding. A concoction of turmeric and milk is prepared and applied to both, the groom and the bride. It is believed that this ceremony is to make the bride and the groom look better. I was on a fast today; this also is some custom. 

Fuck this is uncomfortable! I have been sitting on this rock hard wooden stool for almost an hour now! And the worst part is, I can’t even move! Thanks to the ongoing ‘ceremony’ and to top it all off, I am hungry as fuck! 

 “Okay, beta now go take a shower and go to the parlor to get ready,” 

my mom said while literally dragging me into the bathroom. 

“Haan haan, hath toh chhodo, (ya ya, let go off my arm) I will get ready, I’m not a kid anymore,” I got out of her grip, picked up a towel and went in to get rid of all the “haldi” 

Knock knock.... 

 “Beta, Ho gaye tayar? (Are you ready)” someone knocked on my door. 

 “Ya ya, almost done, just gathering all of my stuff to take to the parlor” 

 “Achha, Sweety, Tina, Aditi, Gudia aunty, Saira aunty are also going to go with you to get ready. Be ready by eleven at latest. Okay?” 

 “Ya cool” 

11:30 a.m. 

All six of us got into our blouses and petticoats and one by one started to get ready. Sweety, Aditi and Tina got their hair done first and then they carried on with the makeup, Saira Aunty and Gudia Aunty went with the makeup first. 

 “So, you want to get extensions?”  the hairdresser asked me. 

 “Umm, I don’t know, you decide what you wanna do” 

  

6:00 p.m. 

 “Let’s go... the driver is here. Sacheta, we’ll send the car back for you, okay, bye.” 

 “Bye”  I said as I fixed my chunni (veil). 

I stood there in front of the mirror admiring how I looked. The makeup artist had done an amazing job! I could not even recognize myself at first. She had transformed me into an out of the world gorgeous woman. My Lehenga (long skirt) was bright red with heavy thread work, sequins work & priceless stones. It was adorned with heavy embroideries in pure gold thread on the arms and the lehenga. The choli (blouse) was back heavy and boat necked. I had it made with the combination of net and silk. The chunni was fixed onto my head in a traditional way. I was covered with gold, diamonds, rubies, and what not. 

As I stood admiring myself I suddenly felt uneasy, more like scared. I do not know why but I felt like something wrong was about to happen. Like this happiness wasn’t long-lived. I could almost foresee it. However, I shook the thought away, fixed my jewellery and got into the car. 



9:00 p.m. 

I slowly walked through the passage, posing and smiling as the camera man instructed. My cousins accompanied me. 

My heart was pounding. It beat so loud almost like it was about to rip my chest out. I maintained a smile though. 

The place was lit up. I mean, with all the happiness, the celebrations going on, it felt brighter. The sound of the dholki and all the traditional ‘banno ki aegi baraat’ types wedding songs amidst all the hustle-bustle of the function. There was a cacophony of sounds. 

People were busy dancing; children were running around, playing games. Some people were having dinner; some were just sitting inside the kabanas. Most of the people were surrounding the passage, to obviously, see the bride and then comment upon her looks and jewellery and what not. 

I casually looked up and saw Aaru standing on the stage. My heart skipped a beat then. It was really happening. We were going to get married. He gave me a huge smile. I smiled back and started to look down. Flushed. At that moment, it felt like a teenage romance. Like how a young 15 year old would feel at the sight of her crush. My heartbeat accelerated. 

He moved closer to the edge of the stage to receive me. 

I couldn’t control the happiness. I was just so damn happy. He held his hand out to help me up the stairs. I blushed a little. He then walked down the stairs and grabbed my hand. We stood there looking into each other’s eyes for a moment that felt like eternity to me. It felt like the world was mine. God I could’ve died there and then, right in his arms. 

The ceremony progressed and after a photo session with almost every guest present, it was time for the Jaimala. It is a ceremony for the couple to exchange garlands as a gesture of acceptance for one another and pledge to respect each other. 

All of our relatives gathered around us. Our garlands were placed on ornate plates. We picked our garlands up and smiled. 

 “Madam, idhar dekho,(look here)”  instructed the photographer. 

He clicked another 20 photographs before we could actually go on with the ceremony. 

Aaru put the jaimala on me first. I, like an obedient schoolchild, kept looking at the ground and let him put it on me. We were showered with rose petals and another photo session took place. I held my jaimala and started to put it on him. As soon as I reached his shoulders, his cousins lifted him up, teasingly. All of us laughed. 

 “C’mon Sacheta,”  one of them teased. 

I blushed. 

After like five minutes of trying, I tricked them. I quickly jumped and put the jaimala on him when his cousins were least suspecting it. As soon as I jumped, I felt dizzy and fell to the ground. Aaru suddenly caught me. Every one became worried. 

My vision became blurry... and slowly, black. 





Chapter 11

Everything felt so familiar. I’ve felt like this before. I’ve felt like this as Sachet! 

 “It’s time to go”  my inner self said to me. 

I felt so much at peace again. I felt detached, again. 

I knew I was going. It was time. I opened my eyes to see Aaru, my family, everybody for one last time. 

I couldn’t hear anything. I could just see blurry figures and everything seemed to have slowed down. 

“I love you,” said Aaru. I could figure that out by his lip movement. I tried to speak but couldn’t. I just gave him one last smile, which said it all. All of our memories played in my head like a movie. Everything was so calm. I felt so much at ease. I could see the bright white light, once again. I knew I had to go. However, I kept fighting it just so that I could see a bit more of everyone. 

Let's go, my conscience kept telling me. 

I gently shut my eyes and prayed. I thanked God for this chance to live as Sacheta. To have felt so much love. To have got so much of love. I was thankful. I did want to stay but I had to go now. 

I always knew it was bound to happen. You can’t fight destiny. 

I slowly began to let go. Bit by bit. I succumbed to destiny and proceeded to where I was destined to be, not with Aarush. Aarush was left with only memories of love, the strongest bond of friendship to cherish and unfortunately, a life-long emptiness. I was given another chance to breathe but I guess I never really got another chance to be and feel alive. Some stories just never have a happy ending and I was one of them... 

I wish I could be born again, somewhere, sometime, as some Sacheta again to this time, fall in love with some Aarush again and complete the story of our forlorn love...  Hamari Adhoori Kahani



 The End
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A Slippery Slope in an Amish Community 

A heartwarming love story of a PhD student and a young Amish man who was too pretty to stay there as a man. 

Laila Sethi, a 27 year old research scholar doing her PhD on the Amish Community, fal s in love with Amos Fisher: a pretty, effeminate young man belonging to an Amish community in Lancaster County. 

On the afternoon of Pentecost, when the other Amish members are at the feast, Laila persuades Amos to dress in a ghagra-choli (Indian skirt and blouse), jewelry and make up. Much to the young couple’s shock, the other Amish members return unexpectedly and catch Amos dressed in drag. Amos is accused of coming under the spel  of the “evil” Laila and getting spoilt. He is subsequently excommunicated for non-conformity. 
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Razia Sultan was the Sultan of Delhi in India from 1236 to May 1240

and was the first female sultan. Razia abandoned the veil and adopted masculine attire. She possessed al  necessary qualities of a ruler and was an efficient sultan. Razia's romance with Malik Ikhtiar-ud-din Altunia is wel  known. "Obsessed by Noble Resemblance" is a about a young soldier who is astounded by his resemblance between himself and Queen Razia Sultan, the ruler of the regiment. 
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A Slippery Slope in an Airline 

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Uniform" series Carlton is the 25 year old protagonist of the story. Carlton is 5’6, has china blue eyes, a smal  pert nose and wavy brown hair. He has a delicate fit body and dainty hands and feet. Carlton world turns upside down when he meets In-flight Service Manager, Rosaline Wel s who insists that he joins Zephyr airlines dressed in a female flight attendants’ uniform. Though Carlton has doubts about Rosaline’s mental balance, he obliges as he wants to be close to Gina, his girl friend. Under Rosaline’s instructions, he cal s himself Clarissa Hart and pretends to be a female flight attendant. Carlton al

along experiences a powerful attraction for Rosaline Wel s. A series of gaffes Carlton commits push him deeper and deeper into the whirlpool of feminization. Carlton eventual y transforms into an attractive, shapely, long-haired woman and starts living with Rosaline as her young lesbian wife. In spite of being in a relationship with Rosaline, Clarissa yearns for Gina. 



The Murder of a Yoga Guru 

Transgender sleuth Hannah Brown signs up for a detoxification and rejuvenation program at Ananda Kuteeram, a yoga center headed by young charismatic spiritual leader, Swami Sadananda. During the course of her stay at the ashram, Hannah befriends Natalia Adamovich-Chaplanski, a transsexual woman from Ukraine. 

Distraught for some reason unknown to Hannah, Natalia abruptly leaves for Kiev. On the next morning, the devotees of Swami Sadananda find him on the marble floor of his chamber, brutal y burgeoned to death. Since the occupants of rooms adjoining the guru’s chamber remained undisturbed through the night, Hannah concludes that the guru was drugged before being attacked with an axe. The convoluted murder investigation carried out by Hannah points fingers at people as different as chalk from cheese: from a suave Bangalore-based politician to an erudite temple trustee based in Madurai. Mikhail Adamovich and Oleg Chaplanski, the brother and husband of Natalia respectively, also come under the radar of Hannah’s suspicions. From the beginning of the case, Hannah has suspected that the distinctive gender identity shared by her and Natalia is connected to the god man’s gruesome murder. Wil Hannah Brown succeed in decoding the cryptic psychology of warped human minds and get to the bottom of the mystery of Swami Sadananda’s murder? 



Murdered Queen Bee of a High School 

While on an al -night trek in Riverdale area of “Mini England”, 17

year old schoolgirl, Camel ia Davis is pushed to death from a hil . 

Transgender sleuth, Hannah Brown, is requested to assist the police in the case. Hannah drives down to the scene of the crime and careful y studies al  those who had been on the trek with Camel ia. 

The suspects include a middle-aged professor of English literature, a kindergarten teacher in her early 20s and an introverted school-fel ow, who was routinely taunted by Camel ia. It also includes another classmate who might have begrudged Camel ia for having played dirty with her. As Hannah is sucked deeper into the case and Camel ia’s murderer takes another life, Hannah unearths a few more suspects including Camel ia’s fiery-tempered stepfather and a male cousin who secretly nurtures a desire to be female. During the course of investigation, how many shocking secrets wil  Hannah ferret out? How many suspects discover Hannah’s true gender-identity and use the fact to taunt and assault her and threaten her very life? 



The Murdered Heiress 

The first episode of "Hannah Brown, Transgendered Sleuth" series. 

On the night of her birthday party at Queen’s Court Hotel, 33 year old heiress Arlene Rainford is brutal y stabbed to death. Hannah Brown, the nondescript 25 year old receptionist of the hotel, is the first one to reach Arlene after she has been stabbed. The dying woman beckons Hannah close to her and whispers two cryptic words in her ear. They are “Glass Beads”.As the police interrogates the murder, Hannah too gets sucked into the investigation. She is convinced that Arlene’s last words hold a clue to the identity of her murderer. Hannah starts working on the case by interviewing al  the guests at Arlene’s party; each of whom, by default, is a murder suspect. As Hannah proceeds deeper into the investigation, she discovers that each of the guests had a motive to murder Arlene. 

Among others, the suspects include Arlene’s less competent younger brother Bradley, husband Lord Lofthouse, a titled personage on the verge of bankruptcy, Angus Ryne, a portrait artist betrayed by Arlene and Florence Keeling, a social worker who has, in the past, been deliberately mislead by Arlene. Wil  Hannah succeed in catching the murderer? Wil  Hannah’s own personal secret interfere with the solving of her case? 



A Slippery Slope in a Hospital 

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Uniform" series

Craig/Carol Lovatt: is the 28 year old protagonist of the story. He is a petite, slender, pretty-faced Anglo-Indian who works as a nurse in the renowned Acesco Hospital. He is a responsible nurse, but commits a rare mistake on Valentine’s Night. As a result of his negligence, a patient dies. The patient happens to be the wife of Norman Abbott, the dean of Acesco Hospital. In lieu of being sued for negligence, Craig opts to sign a contract drawn up by Mr. Abbott. 

The terms of the contract bind Craig to carry out a series of strange instructions given by Mr. Abbott without questioning. One of them entails going to hospital dressed in a female nurse’s uniform and identifying himself as “Nurse Carol Abbott”. 



A Slippery Slope in a School 

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" series Sandeep is the 18 year old protagonist of the story. Sandeep is of average height (5’8), is slim and has a smooth face like a girls’. He is from an ordinary family and is at Somerset High on a scholarship. 

Sandeep is bright and has many talents. After accepting Richa’s offer, Sandeep eventual y takes on the identity of “Susanna Marino”, who is purportedly an Italian princess sent to Somerset High on a student exchange program. As the feminization process begins, Sandeep discovers that he is transforming into a beautiful, curvaceous woman. Susanna’s charm has the whole school in its thral , and in a curious irony, even her sworn enemy Sid fal s for her. 



Dance Like a Woman 

Mahesh is the protagonist of the story. He is tal , slim and has fine features. Mahesh comes from a family of Kathakali performers, living in Kerala. One night when he is 14, Mahesh realizes that he is a girl trapped in a male body. Sunaina, a half-European girl from Bangalore and Mahesh become good friends. Sunaina leaves her contact number with Mahesh before returning to her hometown. 

When things become difficult at home for Mahesh because of his desire to express his femininity, Sunaina suggests that he come over to Bangalore. Once in Bangalore, Sunaina introduces Mahesh to beautiful hijra guru, Cabaret Kalki. Mahesh fal s in love with Kalki

and becomes her loyal chela. Kalki helps Mahesh transform into

“Minching Meena”, a female cabaret dancer. 



A Slippery Slope in an Ad Agency 

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" series Zack is the 34 year old wild, unconventional and attractive protagonist of the story. He is tal , has expressive dark eyes and colors his hair blue. As the Creative Head and co-owner of leading ad agency Impressions, Zack has many admirers. His life has its share of schemers with his brother Ben and girlfriend Tania desiring his feminization to meet their own selfish ends. By making a laughing stock of Zack, Ben wants to amass al  his popularity. By feminizing him, Tania wants to satisfy her deepest fantasies. On Tania’s suggestion, Zack dresses as “Zina” to be able to write the perfect ad copy to endorse women’s cosmetics, dresses and lingerie. Slowly and steadily, Tania and Ben trick Zack into completely becoming Zina— with silky long hair, breasts and a pussy. Though Zina is loyal to Tania, she finds that she is powerful y attracted to her client, Daniel Garfield. 



None of the Nuns May Dress Improperly: Magdalene Sorority 

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" series Alex Pinto is the protagonist of “None of the Nuns May Dress Improperly” (Magdalene Sorority). Alex is quite a good-looking boy, 5

feet 9 inches tal , with an athletic body, honey-brown eyes and copper-streaked hair. He has a long face, a noble nose and ful -lips: features that earn him the ‘beautiful’ sobriquet. Mesmerized by the beauty of Irish nun, Stel a Mary, Alex trespasses into nunnery grounds. He is caught and bul ied by the young nuns, led by three lethal females cal ed the Three Musketeers. Much to Alex’s embarrassment, the Three Musketeers decide to punish him by forcing him to wear a pale pink tunic and a wimple. Since they haven’t had much straight sexual activity in recent times, they also get Alex to pleasure them. 



A Slippery Slope in Military Academy: A Frail Cadet 

"Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" series In an attempt to cure himself of GID, 19 year old honey-complexion boy, Deepak Bhatia joins Everest Military Academy: a private training institute that trains young people to become brave and competent soldiers. However, the delicate Deepak finds he is unable to cope with the strenuous army life and finds himself failing al  PET tests. 

(Retd.) Brigadier Mehta, the principal of the academy, gives Deepak an ultimatum: either quit the academy or continue as a female cadet. 

Deepak embraces his deepest, darkest desires by opting to transform into a female cadet. He is ordained into femininity by being forced to wear the female cadets’ uniform which comprises of a puff-sleeved OG shirt and a leaf-green pleated skirt. Eventual y, Deepak’s feminization includes HRT and SRS conducted/supervised by dol -

faced 29 year old army doctor, Dr. (Capt) Sophie Mistry. As Deepak eventual y transforms into gorgeous, diva-like Diana, Dr. (Capt) Sophie makes it clear that her interest in Diana is more than professional. Diana, however, has lost her heart to Capt. Eric Saldana, her young and dashing Military History teacher. Diana is shocked when she learns that Capt. Saldana is interested in Dr. 

(Capt) Sophie. Meanwhile, Cadet Alvin D’Cruz, a classmate of Diana’s displays a zealous, possessive passion for her. Where wil these convoluted romantic entanglements lead to? Is Diana destined to be with the man of her dreams? 



Trapped in Circus 

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" series Alfred Batista and Ethan Faria are 18 year old boys living in Goa. 

Alfred is very “pretty” and is often teased by other boys “as one with a pussy”. However, it is Ethan who nurtures a secret desire to be a girl. The boys’ life changes when a traveling Spanish circus cal ed

‘Esplendor Circus’ comes to town. On the night of a show, the circus’s owner and manager realize that the star attraction of their circus: a talking parrot is missing. Alfred is tricked into wearing girls’

clothes and is paraded as a part of the exotic animal menagerie to divert people’s attention away from the missing parrot. None of Alfred’s friends recognize him. The pretty ‘girl’ in the menagerie is a huge success and the owner makes a lot of money. He and the

manager are now reluctant to let Alfred go. Alfred is 'tamed' and his spirit is partly broken. Alfred is dressed as an Arabian dancer and is displayed in the menagerie for a second consecutive night. He undergoes the motions of spinning the hula-hoop with distress. At the end of the show, Alfred spots Ethan who has come to the circus the next day too. He narrates the horror of his ordeal to his friend. 

Catching the two boys talking, Ruiz and the owner, Mendoza anesthetize the two, throw them at the back of the circus truck and drive away towards Spain. 



Unicorn and Hourglass: Subconscious Desire for Feminization 

Leon Thomas/Lynette: is the 20 year old protagonist of the story. He is 5’8, has sandy brown hair, kindly grey eyes and a sexily askew mouth. Leon is a ‘regular’ guy who likes his drink, soccer and revels in robust male company. As a man of science, he is skeptical of the paranormal. However, a recurring dream harangues him enough to seek the help of a psychic cal ed Chiyomi. Drawn to Chiyomi’s physical and spiritual beauty, Leon fal s in love. 



Die as a Bride: A Sentimental Romance Story of a Boy

Sachet dies on his 21st birthday in a traffic accident. God al ows him to return to life in a then-available body. When Sachet wakes up he has a strange feeling. Sachet is a "normal" boy. Aarush, who has been his best friend, doesn't see Sacheta in the same way as he did to Sachet. This is a sentimental romance story of a boy who ends up as a beautiful bride. 



Muse and Vampiress 

Muse and Vampiress is a most tender suspense-romance story between a female pathological doctor from Transylvania and a pretty-looking boy who entered a northern Bulgarian medical school. 

The student has a gender identity disorder which he didn’t recognize by himself. A quiet yet sweetest love develops between the two. 

 

A Sloppery Slope in a Call Center 

"Forced to Work in Girls' Dress" series Eighteen year old Ajay Singh is a pretty-faced, effeminate boy living in the town of Patiala. Even though he is born male, Ajay hasn’t attained puberty. His dressing in female clothes and performing a feminine dance on a col ege stage creates a scandal in the social circles his family moves in. Fearing further stigma, Ajay’s parents ask him to leave Patiala. Ajay travels to Bangalore and joins a BPO/Cal center of a San Francisco based telecom company cal ed Ursa Major. He is given the job of a customer service representative. Ajay finds himself deeply fascinated by his beautiful and powerful boss, Barbara Turner. Barbara takes a personal interest in Ajay and even helps him neutralize his accent. The sexual tension between the two provides fodder for some office gossip. Since Ajay has a high-pitched, girlish voice, Barbara asks him to identify himself as

‘Arianna’ to customers who cal . ‘Arianna’s’ life takes an unusual turn when Barbara coaxes him to wear a saree on the ethnic day held in the office. 



Transposed on the Pyrenees 

"Gender-Changing Spring" series

Fergus Meyers is a handsome 42 year old Irishman. An accident at 19 paralyzes his lower limbs, leaving him wheelchair bound. Fergus comes across beautiful Frenchwoman Delphina Dan Naud on a social networking site and fal s in love with her. They speak over the phone, but Delphina gives the impression that she doesn’t want to be in a relationship with Fergus. Bitterly disappointed, Fergus decides to forget about Delphina. At nearly the same time, he is diagnosed with leukemia in its terminal stages. Fergus is given just a few months to live. Fergus’s loyal manservant, Jock, tel s him about a secret grotto fountain in south western France, the waters of which are rumored to have miraculous healing properties. The paralyzed have been able to walk and the terminal y il  have been cured. 

Fergus and Jock traverse many miles and after an intensive, insane

search, find the secret grotto with its waters shimmering like black gold in the night. 



A Slippery Slope in a Bank 

"Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" series 26 year old effeminate-mannered, pretty faced man, Vicky Pereira wishes to marry his long term girlfriend, Edwina Joseph as soon as possible. However, his current job in a lesser-known bank doesn’t accord him enough financial security to take such a big step in his personal life. Vicky applies for the post of senior manager in a renowned bank known as Trust Bank. A goof-up at the interview leads to an underestimation on the part of the recruiters: Vicky is now employed as a clerk in Trust Bank. To comply with the rules, he must wear a uniform just like the other clerks: a jacket with an in-built bra and a form-fitting skirt. Customers are uneasy interacting with a man dressed in drag, hence Vicky is ordered to undergo laser treatment for removal of facial hair and a tracheal shave to get rid of his Adam’s apple. Vicky is under the impression that his feminization is a superficial one, done only for professional reasons. However, his girlfriend Edwina has other plans and Vicky permanently becomes a girl. 



Everland: Beyond Gender & Species 

"Transgender Mystery" series

Juan is a happy-go-lucky young man, but his beloved wife Moira seems to be unhappy with her gender. She suggests that both of them go to Everland, a country bordering south west England, where people change into members of the opposite sex. Once there, Juan transforms into the beauteous Jasmine and Moira into a handsome man, Glenn. Jasmine discovers that the rules of Everland are a bit unconventional: women and castrated men are expected to be registered and to wear a col ar bearing details of the registration around their necks. The abovementioned people are also to have a leash attached to the D-rings of their col ars and are chained by their

masters. When Glenn is brutal y bashed up, Jasmine is roaming the streets al  by herself. The cops find her and take her to an animal detention center where she thrown naked into a large cage along with large male dogs. Jasmine and the dogs are to be gassed to death the fol owing day. A magnificent black Great Dane comforts Jasmine and the most beautiful soul-to-soul love blossoms between the two. The next day, both of them escape being executed. Jasmine goes home to her husband and the Great Dane disappears into a forests. Are the two destined to meet again? 



Trapped in Lunatic Femininity 

A hard suspense MTF transgender story. 

Hugo is twenty-one years old, rather a phantasta than a practical thinker, caught up on the idea of becoming a successful writer. 

Opportunity knocks but once. A mysterious man shows up on his doorstep with a job offer impossible to turn down: to become the personal assistant of the scandalous writer, Dyonne.  He moves into the luxurious Venetian Vil a in the hopes to learn from the best, and quickly gets mesmerized by the woman’s astonishing beauty. A new world opens up for him: luxury and high life, elegant decadence, never seen perversity. The web of wild promiscuity entangles him for good. But somewhere along the great experience the dream becomes a nightmare. When his novelty fades and a new toy boy comes into picture, Hugo struggles with jealousy.  When the mask fal s, Hugo has to face Dyonne’s evil turn. Robbed by his dreams, he is forced into femininity and becomes a captive, a pariah of the Vil a, with only one purpose: to fulfil  the demonic, bizarre wishes of Dyonne. The boy has to embrace the changes if he wants to get back the control over his own life. The hard fight leads him to unforeseen paths. 



Relived Love & Justice 

"Gender-Changing Spring" series

The protagonist is a retired judge. He has been in agony for 30 years since he made a single mistake by sentencing death to an innocent man. He is interested in a legend of mystic temple which has a

spring of rejuvenation. He travels to eastern India and final y finds the mystic temple. He is soaked in the mystic water and when he wakes up, he finds himself in a young feminine body. He (now “she”) also finds that the time is centuries back. She is a beautiful dancer –

a temple prostitute. 



Transgendered People of India: Forsaken Tributaries 

This is a non-fiction book about Hijla. 

Be an armchair traveler to the world of Hijras, the Third Gender. This is a comprehensive guide book about Hijra of India if you want to find what Hijra is. The author has published seven books in the series of

“Hijra, the Third Gender” which are autobiography style fictions. This is a book based on the author’s hearing and witnessing as a foreigner in India as wel  assubstantial studies on various existing publications and social trends. 



Lilies for Ms.Tracy 

This is a serious suspense story about Tracy, a New York based journalist. Tracy was born a boy of a single mother Hannah, who brought up Tracy through poverty. Hannah got pregnant by a young man who left her saying that he wil  be back soon, but never returned. Tracy realizes that she (at that time “he”) was born with wrong genitalia at the age of seven. Once furious, Hannah comes to understand her feelings and helps her to become a woman. By accident Tracy know who the father is and decides to make a revenge. 



Diamond in the Rough 

Diamond in the Rough is a serious MTF Transgender mistery-suspense story. Renato (or Renata, after changing the gender) appears in the scene as a 15 year old boy living in the “Hood” 

located in the outskirts of Sopianae, Hungary. It is a very impoverished area without proper and people living in the Hood don’t have education or employment. A majority of inhabitants depend on social welfare, and/or il egal activity. 

Driven by the fear of becoming “the Freak of the Hood”, Renato wants to improve the situation and to fulfil  his dreams. When leaves the Hood behind, he becames a PE teacher and then proceeds his way to becoming a woman. 

Later he appears as a 25 year old young girl, and final y as a thirty year old ful y grown up woman. 



Yumori of Kasuga Hotspring 

"Spring of Reincarnation" series

A retiree, 60 year old Japanese businessman Mr.Suzuki, visits Kasuga Hot Spring and meets a young yumori (hot spring keeper). 

The two men get into interesting conversation. The yumori takes Suzuki deep into the woods in the back of the hot spring, where Suzuki finds an astounding secret spring where animals are bathing. 

The combination of the human bath and the secret animal bath gives a magical effect – rejuvenating into the opposite sex. 



Kyle's Feminine Roots 

"MTF Autobiography Story" series

16 year old Scottish lad Kyle Morrison’s world comes crashing down when his boyfriend leaks their sex MMS, making it go viral on mobile phones. Before long, it makes headlines and Kyle is rusticated from school. Taking advantage of the bog of depression his wife has sunk into, Kyle’s pedophile of a stepdad bandies him into the streets. Kyle is provided shelter by Natasha who instinctively senses Kyle’s desire to be a girl. Natasha spends a whopping amount on Kyle’s sex reassignment and estrogen therapy fol owing which she employs Kyle (now Sheena) in her “massage parlor”. Whist working there, Sheena captures the fancy of LA based adult-movie maker, Jayden King, who converts the young prostitute into ‘Sensuous Sheena’, the porn star. While shooting her porn flicks, Sheena continues her quest to be a top star in Hol ywood. During her journey replete with dramatic rise and ebbs, Sheena meets Chase Perez, a top action movie star; Alexander Turner, the fatherly mentor and Brice Meyers, her PRO and best friend. Wil  Sheena’s dark past catch up with her, endangering her stupendous success in Hol ywood? Does Sheena

find al  answers to life’s questions in LA or does she need to reconnect with her roots? 



How I Became a Woman: An MTF Autobiography for Young

Readers 

Aryan always played with Vani, a girl of his age living next door and felt that he should have been born as a girl. He had this feeling of

“trapped in a wrong body” since he was little. His discomfort had grown into agony by his puberty. Aryan’s mother understood his problems, but was not ready to help him to change into a girl. His father was a hard boiled man and throws out Aryan and his mother when he caught them attending a transgender support group. This story is for young readers who wish to know the feelings of transgendered children and young adults. This is not an erotica. 



Supermodel: MTF Autobiography 

Sara was a fifteen year old boy when she (at that time ‘he’) final y mustered the courage to tel  her mother that she wanted to be a girl. 

Sara’s parents decided to take her to a doctor, who diagnosed her as GID. Sara was lucky to have understanding parents and could start hormone therapy young enough. 

Sara made her way to become a fashion model. However, the modeling industry is not an easy place for a male-to-female transgendered person. 



The Triumphants and The Infradigs 

"Spring of Reincarnation" series

The rule of the Regime is a skewed one, wherein women are persecuted and treated like cattle. The mirific waters of the Wel  of Reincarnation subvert The Regime by transmuting potent, tyrannical men into comely helpless maidens cal ed ‘The Infradigs’. The prototypal women organize themselves into an al -woman clan cal ed

‘The Triumphants’. The principal motto of the clan is vendetta: paying

‘The Infradigs’ back with the same coin. How far wil  ‘The Triumphants’ go with their theorem of hate? Are the canons of avengement more imperative than concerns of humanity? 



Dreams Don't Die 

"Spring of Reincarnation" series

Mario Keshav Rodriguez, the grody old curmudgeon of Goa, is the product of a ‘sacrilegious’ union between an upper-class Indian lady and a common Portuguese soldier. The multi-talented Mario happens to be a prolific genius of a writer, yet has the stars obstinately crossed against him. In a period spanning many decades, Mario hasn’t been able to get a single line published. Upon drinking Feni (a Goan alcoholic drink) concocted from the sap of a magical toddy, Mario is reincarnated as the beautiful young Sophie. 

Wil  Sophie succeed in getting Mario’s rich, literary works published? 

Or wil  his dreams die a sad, lingering death? 



Queen Lysandra 

"Spring of Reincarnation" series

55 year old anthropology professor, Paul Grant, is jaded with the familiar. He loves the familiarity of England, but also craves the exotic. During a project that involves the excavation and study of Egyptian mummies, he stumbles upon the sarcophagus of the beauteous, exquisite Egyptian Queen Lysandra. After consuming a magic elixir that he stumbles on in a glass urn among the pyramids, Prof. Grant goes back several centuries and finds himself transformed in the 21 year old Queen Lysandra. Does al  that fol ows actual y transpire or is the lonely professor growing senile? 



Sam O'Yeah: FTM Transgender Story 

Sam O’Yeah is a smart, astute, dedicated young constable with the Delhi Police force. He is blessed with a great support system in the form of his very beautiful wife, Bela. His life-style seems ordinary. But there’s a teensy catch. Sam isn’t a biological ‘him’. He’s a man trapped in a woman’s body. Sam’s life is turned upside down when he is cal ed upon to investigate the murder of 14 year old Neeta Singh. Does the key to solving the chil ing case lie in Sam’s own traumatic past? 



Ghosts Alive: Transgender Fantasy 

We are in 2030. Time travel has been made possible and become a luxurious way of tourism. The tickets cost a fortune, but temptation is so strong, that some people are wil ing to sacrifice al  their money and belongings to buy a ticket, even if it’s one way. For those who make the jump anyway, there’s no return to their time. The trick of future travel: it’s not your body that travels to the future, but only your psyche and you wake up in a “clean body”, in a host on the other side. Time travel industry made the experience even more exotic: the host is always a body of the opposite gender. Lindsay and Rob have been married for seven years now, they are both in their early thirties. Their wil power and values have been in jeopardy since their son, Hadrian went missing a year ago. They have done everything in their power to find him, but no results. The couple struggles to stay sane, both of them are afraid to accept the fact: their son is most probably dead. Rob is constantly suffering from the endless doubts and guilt. Eventual y he cannot cope with guilt and grief, and decides to “jump”. Lindsay is left behind, and she has to make a choice, how far she would go to keep her darling in her life. 



Eve of the Arcane Waters 

"Gender-Changing Spring" series

His imagination stimulated by the ‘Legend of the Stag’, diehard psychoanalysis aficionado, Prof. Mil er, goes to North-East India in search of The Spring of Reincarnation. He returns to Boston as gorgeous 19 year old Eve and finds that his relationship with wife, Madison, takes on a tantalizing dimension. Eve also gets into a blissful lesbian fling with another woman. A while later, her dream run ends. Eve hypnotizes herself to find that she has two targets in life: revenge against her archrival, Dylan Smith, and impregnation by his seed. Wil  she succeed in her designs? 



A Feminized President: Losing Bet into the3rd Gender 

"Hijra, the Third Gender" series

This is the only comedy in the "Hijra, the Third Gender" series. An Indian entrepreneur makes a wrong bet during a drinking occasion with his friend. He must dress as a woman (hijra) 24x7 for a year. His

bet was that his company wil  grow business even if the president is a hijra. If he should lose the bet, he must get a sex change surgery. 



The Birth of Delilah 

"Gender Swap Fantasy" series

Tyro is a thirty-five years old loner who has impressive height, wel -

built body, strong jaw and a distinctive Greek nose. He categorizes himself as arn energetic alpha-male but deals with many suppressed anger. Due to a painful divorce, he has very low opinion of women. 

That’s why his smal  business has a specific profile: he sel s and instal s surveil ance systems for catching cheating wives. Although he’s financial y stable, he stil  lives in an existential crisis. He denies every weakness and judges everyone from this point of view. He cannot cope with his own feelings and he blames women for everything. Tyro is trapped in female body and goes through hel  -

injured, homeless, treated as a slave. This ultimate life experiences force him to face what he is now: a woman who needs help. 



Abducted into the Third Gender: 180 Degrees Turn 

Hijra, the Third Gender

The son of a famous movie star is abducted by a mafia group for ransom. The father makes a series of mistakes in the "negotiation" of the mafia group, and as the result, the son is forcibly feminized. 



Forced into the Third Gender: The Champion's Bride 

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

The beautiful loving mother of a boy (the protagonist) dies, and his father (a navy captain) marries a Punjabi woman with two kids. The boy loves the new elder sister, but the new brother who happens to be of the same age as him is a nuisance. The stepmother makes every attempt to humiliate him and try to let his father to "disown" 

him, so that her own son can be the heir. He is framed by the stepmother to be feminized and become a "hijra". 



The Animal in Me 

"The Fatal Gender Swap" series

This is a SciFi story of a future society where technology and biological engineering has reshaped the human life. The Earth is not divided anymore to nations or races but to subcultural groups. 

Transhumans are not pure humans, but with genetical y or technological y modified people and they are treated as second-class citizens. On the other hand pure human people belong to the Purity Party which has the majority in the current government. The leader of the Purity Party is President Yceberg, who believes in the sacredness of the body. The question is: how far he’d go to prove his point? 



Conspired into the 3rd Gender 

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

The protagonist is a son of IAS officer (selected elite Indian administrative officer) and a 12 year old cricket player. He is unexpectedly kidnapped and is forcibly castrated and feminized. He (now she) keeps receiving unfair/unexpected treatments and assaults. She doesn't know who is the mastermind. At the end of the story, she realizes that she deserved such punishment. 



Born in the Third Gender: A Truth About Roopini 

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

The protagonist is born "intersexed". His genitals look more like male than female, so is raised by his prostitute mother as a boy. However, he felt comfortable in a saree and walks his way through becoming a proud woman. 



Dancers of the Third Gender 

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

The protagonist is a boy who has an elder sister learning Kathak (one of the traditional dance forms in India) and he wishes to become as good a dancer as his sister. His mother supports his not-so-manly wishes, but final y, his father comes to know about it. His father disowns his son on the spot, and the son must leave his family and live on his own. The boy is (a kind of) saved by the "hijra" 

community and he (she) tries to become a Kathak dancer. 



Underwater Escape to the Other Gender

Gemma in this story is a female escape artist known for her Chinese Water Toture Cel  performances. She was unhappy in her married life. She was caught by her husband while she was having sex with a friend. That’s why Gemma became distracted and couldn’t focus on her performance in the Chinese Water Torture Cel  on the next day. She starts to suffocate under water.When she was rescued she found herself in a different body. 



The Kantuta Bond: A Bond that Swapped the Lovers 

"The Fatal Gender Swap" series

This is an exotic and beautiful story that happens in an exotic place cal ed Amantani, which is an island in the Lake Titicaca. About 150

years ago a virus cal ed PSY-12 destroyed the majority of Earth’s populations. The virus drove people mad and suicidal. The rest had constant nightmares what they’ve cal ed “the nightmares of the Earth”. The people who were immune recolonized the Earth. Some tried to rebuild a technologic lifestyle, others decided to start new, more nature-friendly communities. They cal  themselves the Kantuta Tribe after the flower which grows there. Outsiders cal  them “Hippies with guns”. They prefer to live in isolation. During 150 years the local Quechua survivors and the new pioneers (mostly Americans and multiethnic Peruvians) formed a spiritual local community. Their lifestyle includes the usage of ayahuasca. 



Enchanted into the Third Gender: A Truth about Lala 

"Hijra, the Third Gender" series

A Japanese businessman travels to India and is deeply moved by the Roma-style music and dance that he saw in the state of Rajasthan. He actual y fal s in love with a tal  beautiful dancer cal ed Sangita. He is total y enchanted by Sangita, who takes him to a whole different world of "hijra". The Japanese businessman is voluntarily (almost forcibly) changed into a "hijra" and experiences life as a hijra, then later as a prostitute. This story is his autobiography (which sounds real, but is a fiction) involving Japan, India, Thailand, the United States, and again, Japan. The story is

real y engaging, but his (her) talking style is something like "Forest Gump". 

Greetings from Yu Sakurazawa

[image: Image 2]



Hel o, everyone. I am Yu Sakurazawa. Yu is a Japanese female name and is pronounced as "you". I have been publishing transgender and lgbt novels since 1998. I was born in Fukushima, Japan, have lived in United States for 8 years and now live in Chiba, Japan. My novels were al  in Japanese until I published the English version of "Enchanted into the Third Gender" and after that I have been writing English stories regularly. Al  my fictions have transgender episodes in some way or another. Areas of my personal interest are fashion, tv-dramas and traveling. I traveled to India more than 10 times dressed in a Saree or Salwar Kameez (Punjabi dress)-

-soaked in Indian culture up to my neck. My personal experiences are reflected in my "Hijra, the Third Gender" series of books. 
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